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The Worker. 


|’ somebody sells, somebody must buy. 

If somebody buys, he must have money 
with which to make the purchase. Pros- 
perity spells money. No one kngws this 
better than the workingman. The talk 
that only the wealthy are concerned over 
the busting of the trusts and the smash- 
ing of the railways is silly. This mat- 
ter concerns the workingman’s house- 
hold more than that of any one else. 

We appeal to the workingmen of this 
country to study the situation in the 
light of their own interests. We are 
justified in exposing the shameful pre- 
tenses of those who claim to be the 
workingman’s friends while they are be- 
traying him. 

The question of American prosperity 
does not concern a few great captains of 
industry so much as it does the millions 
of workers in the factories and the toil- 
ers on the farms. When the captain of 
industry withholds his hand, industry 
languishes, hours of labor are reduced, 
and wages fall as hours fall. The cap- 
tain of industry may be able to with- 
stand adverse currents; the workman 
feels them instantly. It is to his inter- 
est more than to any other’s that na- 
tional prosperity should be encouraged 
and maintained. 

If demagogues stand in the way, 
thrust them aside. If laws passed by 
demagogues in the hurry of a session 
challenge the prosperity of the country, 
set them aside, also. Replace them by 


thoughtful, wholesome, conservative 
legislation. 

This is a time for sober thought. 
Prosperity is at stake. 


Christmas and Giving. 


The curtain is about to go up on the 
annual Christmas comedy. Bank ac- 
counts will be taxed to the breaking 
point, and inappropriate and unpractical 
gifts will be purchased and presented to 
loving friends, their monetary value 
based on the showing made by said lov- 
ing friends on the occasion of the previ- 
ous Christmas-tide. ‘‘I suppose we’ll 
have to send something to So-and-So,’’ 
is a sentiment that is reprehensible and 
far toocommon. A crusade looking to 
a ‘‘safe and sane’’ Christmas is decidedly 
in order. Let the practice of Christ- 
mas giving be confined to an interchange 
of tokens of esteem and love among 
relatives and intimate friends, and the 
perfunctory and painful system of pay- 
ing obligations be relegated to the dark 
ages, where it belongs, and then the 
much-abused and overworked phrase, ‘‘A 
Merry Christmas!’’ will convey a real 
meaning. 


Mr. Kipling’s Boomerang. 


Mr. Kipling has suddenly developed a 
spirit of militancy that is, to say the 
least, decidedly interesting. Before the 
comment caused by his intervention in 
Canadian political matters has subsided, 
he leaps again into the limelight with a 
scathing tirade against womankind in 
general. 

And womankind in general has ten- 
dered him a heartfelt vote of thanks. 
His poem, ‘‘The Female of the Species,”’ 
seems to have resulted, much to the sat- 
isfaction of the defendants in the case, 








in stirring up an army of gallant literary 
lights, who, although perhaps actuated 
by no other motive than that of chivalry, 
have rallied to the standard of woman, 
the being whom Mr. Kipling character- 
ized as ‘‘more deadly than the male.’’ 
In the light of this disturbing production 
of his, it seems to be a question whether 
the poet is not at heart in sympathy 
with the suffrage movement, and, acting 
with that sagacious subtlety of which 
he is capable, has not thrown out this 
palpably assailable challenge to awake 
an interested but seemingly dormant 
male population to action. 


Passing the Steak. 


Chicago passes along word that the 
small steak has disappeared from its 
restaurants. Customs change with the 
times. In the primitive days, before 
the Civil War, Americans ate beefsteak 
at all times, and especially in restau- 
rants. When appetite called for a change, 
ham and eggs were substituted. Not 
long ago a syndicate of women declared 
that beefsteak was the first choice 0” 
their husbands, with chicken pie second. 
The fact has long been known that the 
chief cause of homesickness among Am- 
ericans traveling in Europe was their 
inability to get beefsteaks, even in Eng- 
land, whose roast beef is proverbial. The 
small steak as Chicago has known it was 
the chief link between the real thing in 
the way of sirloin and porterhouse and no 
steak at all. This link the restaurants 
of the interocean city have dropped, be- 
cause they cannot afford to supply it any 
longer. 

One result will be a falling off in the 
beefsteak habit, and the time may come 
when Chicago will claim to have taken 
the step that doomed the habit. 



























What To Do To Make Christ- 


mas Pass Pleasantly. 

Suggested by FRANK H. WILLIAMS 
OPULARITY Contest—By catalogues 
and the CLristmas ads in the news- 
papers and magazines, the members of 
the household check up the cost of the 


presents they have received. The person 


whose gifts total the greatest amount, 
after discounting fifty per cent. for the 
usual inflated Christmas value, is the 
winner and secures the pool, which con- 
sists of all the secondhand gifts received 
by all members of the family. 

The Lighting Contest—This is another 
popular pastime for the evening of the 
day. All the male persons in the house 
array themselves in Santa Claus cos- 
tumes, with long, flowing beards. Then 


Merry Christmas! 


By GARRETSON GOODRICH. 


Bells are jingling everywhere ; 
Jubilation ’s in the air. 

All is free—just get your share 
Of merry Christmas ! 


What? Not merry, friend, for you ? 
Feeling sombre? Feeling blue ? 
Sad, when joy is but your due 

This merry Christmas ? 


Say! Perhaps the trouble 's this: 
You ‘ve given nothing, so you miss 
That real delight, that deepest bliss 
Of merry Christmas ! 


Its what you give—not what you get. 

You can’t give much, perhaps, but yet 

You ’ve smiles; give them, and then 
don’t fret, 

"Bout merry Christmas ! 


they all attempt to take the gifts from 
the Christmas tree at the same time. 
The first one to get his whiskers afire 
and to singe his face is the winner and 
secures the others’ whiskers to use in 
place of medical cotton, of which there 
is naturally none in the house. 

Speed Contest—The first femaie per- 
son to determine which of the gifts to 
exchange, which to wrap up for giving 
to some one else next year, and which to 
throw immediately into the trash basket 
is the winner, and as a prize is privi- 
leged to make three distinct disparaging 
remarks concerning the quality and quan- 
tity of gifts received by her female rel- 
atives who are present. 


Every tittle Get-rich-quick has a lot 
of little Get-poor-quicks. 





















Omni-present. 

Funny fellow, that Santa Claus; he 
leaves presents in our presence, and goes 
away without having made known his 
presence. 


News. 


‘*Why is it that bad news travels so 
much faster than good news?’’ 

‘“*Because that’s the only kind news- 
papers will print.’’ 


A Post-Christmas Groan. 


The Christmas-tide draws to a close. 
I’m feeling like the deuce, for 

I know not how I shall dispose 
Of the gifts I have no use for. 

Ill fares the land, to hastening ills a 
prey, 

Where prices accumulate and wages de- 
cay. 




















“Say, MISTER, ARE YOU A BOY SCOUT?” 























Christmas Circular Letters. 


S IS well known, the bestower of 

Christmas gifts rarely knows what 

to bestow, while the bestowed upon is, 

upon receipt of the bestowed, disgusted 

both with the bestowed and the be- 
stowee. 

How may these marring circum- 
stances be avoided? By a very simple 
and sensible plan, whereby every pro- 
spective giver of gifts will be put in 
touch with the wants and don’t-wants of 
his friends, by means of circular letters 
setting forth the same. These letters, 
it can readily be seen, will eliminate 
much of the trouble and dissatisfaction 
attending the Christmas season, and 
their judicious use, with such modifica- 
tions as are necessary, will not only 
bring about a better state of things for 
their senders, but will have a tendency 
to greatly relieve the troubles and wor- 
ries, and mayhap retain the sanity, of 
their recipients. These missives should 
be mailed about December 15th, and 
should read in substance as follows: 


December 15th, 1911. 


Dear Mr. (Mrs or Miss)—As we once 
more approach the gift-giving, holiday 
period, I, with the idea of doing what I 
can toward bringing about a less worri- 
some and more joyous feeling in the 
hearts of my friends, write you (and the 
others) this letter. 

The fundamental evils which the let- 
ter aims to overcome are as detailed 
below. 

You have, during many past seasons, 
done me the honor to send me a Christ- 
mas present, and you have without doubt 
given the selection of a suitable gift 
much worry and nerve-racking consid- 
eration, only to burden me in the end 
with something for which I did not care 
and for which I had no use; I, in my 
turn, have had the same difficulties to 
overcome in the selection of a gift for 


By HARVEY PEAKE. 


you, which you no doubt disliked as 
greatly as I did the one you sent to me. 

Now, it has occurred to me that the 
application of a little common sense to 
this problem would prevent it from be- 
coming an annual calamity, and would, 
in a measure, restore to the gift-giv- 
ing custom its original and intended 
charm. 

With this end in view, and that you 
may know clearly what I want and what 
I don’t want, I append two lists (with 
approximate prices attached in the 
**Things Wanted’’ column), that you, in 
your selection of a gift for me, may be 
governed thereby: 





“THE ETERNAL QUESTION ”’ 
(just at present) . 


Things Not Wanted: 


1. Cut-glass ink well. 

2. Velvet slippers, with embroidered 
rosebuds. 

3. Pale-violet necktie. 

4. Bronze candlestick. 

5. Hand-painted ash tray. 

6. ‘‘The Secret of Wealth,’’ bound 
in red morocco. 

7. Pink silk pajamas. 

8. Subscription to the ‘‘Missionary 
Tidings.’’ 

9. Pearl-handled manicure set. 

10. Pink satin pincushion in the form 
of a leg. 

Things Wanted: 

1. Piano tuned ($2). 

2. Two suits of union underwear ($5). 

3. Plaster crack in bathroom ceiling 
mended ($1.50). 

4. Order on the barber for haircut, 
shampoo, and shave (75 cents). 

5. Kitchen clock overhauled ($1). 

6. Receipted gas bill for November 
($4.80). 

7. Coal to any reasonable amount. 

8. Subscription to the ‘‘Sporting 
World’”’ ($3). 

9. Corkscrew (10 cents). 

10. Oak timber for mending dining- 
room chairs, in the form of two legs 
($1.50). 

Knowing that you will have the com- 
mon sense to see the practicability of 
this method of procedure, and awaiting 
a similar communication from you, I am, 

Yours with the season’s compliments, 

John W. Levelhead. 


To the Manner Born. 


Jones was born with a silver spoon 
In his mouth, if reports are true. 
To judge by the way 
He eats every day, 
He was born with a knife there, too. 


Began the New Year Well. 
Hili—‘‘I began the new year well.”’ 
Dill—‘‘ How was that?’’ 

Hill—‘‘ Why, I wasn’t sick when it 
was ushered in.’’ 








: As to Santa Claus. 


By JOHN KENDRICK BANGS. 


O FULL of love doth he appear 
For all our countless human legions, 
I’m not at all surprised to hear 
He lives up in the Heartic Regions! 


At Christmas Time. 


Christmas is the time of the year when 
you make your friends Christmas pres- 
ents, expecting to receive gifts twice as 
valuable from them; 

And when you discover that you have 
more friends than it is temporarily con- 
venient to have, and that race suicide is 
a myth; 

And think how much 
better you might be than 
you are, and how much 
better you are than you 
believed you were, and 
how much better, also, 
the other fellow is than 
you gave him credit for 
being, and how much bet- 
ter the world is than you 
thought it was; 

And feel that there is 
something more of you than the purely 
physical and material ; 

And that a Home and Family are 
worth having and the Heart a reality; 

And when a dollar seems to be less than 
a cent, and it’s a greater puzzle than 
ever how to make one dollar do the work 
of ten; 

And when everything looks different 
and sweeter than it does at any other 
time; 

And when anyone who does not feel 
the Christmas Spirit must be insane or 
an iceberg; 

And when you think how glorious it 
would be if we all felt and practised the 
Christmas Spirit 365 days a year instead 
of only one; 





‘BETWEEN TWO FIRES.” 


And can’t give any good reason why 
we should not, 

Except that desiring continuous hap- 
piness, we haven’t sense enough to 


take the only road to it. 
— Henry Waldorf Francis. 


“Throw Physic to the Dogs.” 
The man who bothers the doctor with 
an imaginary disease may have to pay 
for an imaginary cure. 











What Was the Girl's Name? 


By WILLIAM J. LAMPTON. 


What care I though the grass be green, 
And the fields of grain as well; 
And the leaves of the trees on wooded 
hills 
And deep in the shaded dell? 


What care I though the skies be blue 
As the summer skies may be, 

And the sunlight fall in azure streams 
On a smiling sapphire sea? 


What care I though the coming dawn 
Be purple and gold and red, 
And the night that follows the day be 
black 
And lowering overhead? 


What care I though the mountain crags 


é ) = Be gray against the sky, 
@ Pay And the rainbow lift its 
+) ge RS splendors up 

\ 3 ye In a seven-hued curve on 
| high? 









5A 
: F 
Ars 





What care I though the 
snow be white 
In the fields and on the 
town? 
What care I for the 











CHRISTMAS. 
** Peace on Earth!’’ 


Human Nature. 


Crawford—‘‘Most persons seem to 
hate the business they are in.’’ 

Crabshaw—‘‘That would account for 
all the fellows who are trying to mind 
other people’s business.’’ 





world’s colors cheme, 
When all I can see is 
Brown? 


Probably. 


Witts—‘‘What do you suppose would 
happen if an earthquake should hit New 
York, laying every building in ruins and 
tearing great holes in the ground?’’ 

Bitts—‘‘All the natives would prob- 
ably lean over the improvised fence and 
say, ‘Goodness! what a lot of building 
going on this year.’ ’”’ 


Resemblance. 
Knicker—‘‘Which side of the house 
does the baby resemble?’’ 
Bocker—‘‘The mortgage; he costs so 
much.”’ 





A JuDGE at home is worth two in the 
reading-room. 
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The Benedict. 
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The Bachelor. 


“"TWAS THE NIGHT BEFORE CHRISTMAS.” 


Christmas—What and Why. 


HRISTMAS is by far the most seri- 
ous holiday of the year. It was in 
vented by the Retail Merchants’ Federa- 
tion as a means of affording an outlet 
for their shopworn and returned miscell- 
any. It is supposed to be a season of joy, 
but to the man behind the checkbook it re- 
sembles a toothache, in that the only real 
joy connected with it comes when it is 
entirely over. Its greatest value lies in 
the fact that it gives you an opportunity 
to compare your taste with that of your 
relatives and friends, to their serious 
detriment. Christmas is a boon as a 
means of education. One would never 





By CARLETON G. GARRETSON. 


know of the existence of millions of 
curious and obsolete brands of cigars, 
neckties, haberdashery receptacles, and 
literature were it not for this annual 
period of scientific research. 

The first symptoms of Christmas ap- 
pear weeks beforehand. Elevator boys 
become docile and in some cases actually 
obliging, employes suddenly grow anx- 
ious to earn at least a portion of their 
salary, children show an alarming inter- 
est in Sunday-school work and a startling 
willingness to mind their parents, em- 
ployers noisily shed tears at the discov- 
ery that adverse business conditions will 


make it impossible for them to place 
extra five-spots in their employes’ envel- 
opes this year, and wives make a Mara- 
thon run on husbands’ bank accounts, 
resulting in intense suffering and occa- 
sional eruptions. Poets and humorous 
paragraphers break the union time 
schedule, and manuscript goes and comes 
at a furious rate, decreasing the author’s 
bank roll and the postal deficit. 

You can tell when the great day dawns 
by looking at the calendar. The date is 
printed in red. There is a movement on 
foot among the Ultimate Fund Furnish- 
ers to change this custom, having the 
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1. Ethel—*' Dear me! This Christmas gift business is such a 2. Grace—‘‘ Oh, dear, how provoking! Here's a present 
bore! Last year Grace sent me a present, and I was so prc from Ethel. I wish she hadn't sent it, because I failed to send 


voked because I did not send her one that I positively must r her one. I simply must run out and get her something to re- 








forget her this time.’ 


ordinary days printed in red and Decem- 
ber 25th in black. On the night before, 
the children hang up their stockings, 
and, as a result, their fathers often 
hang up the grocers and the landlords 
for weeks to come. Mothers prepare 
special feasts with great pains, which 
the children bear as bravely as they can. 
The day is followed by a short period of 
convalescence, during which toys are 
conscientiously broken or put where they 
will do no further harm, and misfit 
plunder is hidden in the attic or given 
to the Salvation Army. Christmas is 
now celebrated in all civilized parts of 
the globe, and also in Philadelphia, 
Albany, and Lincoln, Neb. It is ushered 
in by the ringing of church bells, door 
bells, and telephone bells, and ushered 
out by the ringing of doctors’ bells. It 
comes only once in a year, and stays but 
twenty-four hours; therefore let us/all 
join in giving three rousing, lusty cheers 
for the merry, merry Christmas-tide. 


Mary's Lamb Some More. 


The little lamb that Mary had, 
With fleece as white as snow, 

Maybe twas bought in Wall Street, 
Where lambs are ‘‘fleeced,’’ you know. 





ciprocate before the stores close. Isn’t it maddening !’’ 


TH: {RISTMAS SPIRIT. 


UNCLE SAM SANTA CLAUS'S PRESENT 
FOR SOMEBODY NEXT YEAR. 


WANTED TO EXCHANGE. 
_Special Chi Christmas Announcements. 


A Wipow LADY with seventeen children, and 

no income, will exchange a brand-new baby- 

grand piano, received at Christmas, for eighteen 

tons of stove coal, and three thousand six hundred 

and fifty ham sandwiches, to be delivered at the rate 

of ten aday for one year. Address, Dead Broke, 
x 4532, Bronx. 


T? WHOM IT MAY CONCERN: The under- 
signed, a veteran of the war, who left both legs 
on the field of battle, will be glad to hear from any- 
one having a pair of cork legs for which he has no 
use and is willing to exchange the same for three 
dozen pairs of red, white and biue socks which have 
not been removed from the original package in 
which they were received on Christmas morning. 
Write or telephone to Veteran, No. 13, Hard Luck 
Square, Teetaugus, Conn. 


A YOUNG MAN playing in hard luck will ex- 

change his prospects for a cash present from a 
penurious uncle for a certified check for one dollar, 
and no questions asked, Last Christmas said uncle’s 
gift was three dollars. Fine chance for persons not 
afraid of taking a long shot. Answer before Christ- 

mas. Thomas Giddybody, Crackerjack Club, New 
York City. 


A POPULAR GENTLEMAN in reduced circum- 

stances will exchange one velveteen smoking- 
jacket, one silver-mounted hair brush and comb, 
three platinum ashtrays, a German silver horseshoe 
scarfpin, studded with best French plate-glass 
brilliants, one plated cocktail shaker, five copies of 
Boozleum’s Latest Rules of Auction Bridge, seven- 
teen embroidered sofa cushions, and a handsomely 
bound copy of Lucille, for enough cash to meet one 
overdue gas bill, two months house charges at his 
club, and a small payment on a tailor’s account. The 
above articles are brand new having been received 
as Christmas presents within the past forty-eight 
hours from relatives and friends. Address, Bache- 
lor, General Post Office. 


HAs ANYBODY any use for a handsomely em- 

broidered motto in pink and yellow floss framed 
in black oak, and reading, * “Cheer up the worst is 
not yet but soon!’’ Will accept anything in ex- 
change that has any earthly use. J. P. W., Box 
8943, Squeehawkett, Mass. 
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6¢L_JOW’D his whiskership treat you?’’ 
asked Timmie Brady, the news- 
boy. ‘‘What’d yuh git fer Christmas?”’ 

‘*To put it in plain, rough language,’”’ 
replied William de Puyster Montmorency, 
**T got the hooks.”’ 

*‘Chee,’’ chuckled Timmie. ‘‘Sore as 
a boil, ain’t you? Better lance it, Bill, 
an’ let de pizen outa yer system. I got 
time t’ listen t’ yer tale o’ woe before I 
mosey “long to keep me appointment t’ 
lunch wit’ Taft an’ de British Embassa- 
dor.’’ Since the day he had blacked the 
Montmorency eyes and rubbed the arist- 
ocratic nose in the dirt Tim had taken a 
comradely interest in the poor little rich 
boy. 

**You see,’’ said William,, who had 
evaded his tutor and come down to Tim’s 
corner solely to unburden his mind, 
‘*father and mother had to go and get 
sick the day before Christmas with some- 
thing catching, so I was sent to Aunt 
Nancy's in the country.”’ 

‘‘Yuh has me sympathy, pal.’’ Tim 
tendered a grimy hand. ‘‘I wuz out in 
de rhubarban districk once. It’s fierce.’’ 

**Aunt Nancy said she would give me 


an old-fashioned Christmas. Really, 
Tim, a man can’t talk about a woman, 
you know, but it was’”’—— William 


coughed delicately. 
‘*Uh-huh; dots and dashes,’’ assented 
Tim understandingly. 





NOTHING TO WEAR. 


By TERRELL LOVE HOLLIDAY 

‘First, she tried to put over that cld 
Santa Claus gag: made me hang up my 
stocking and go to bed at eight o’clock. 
Just fawncy!’’ 

**An’ yuh goin’ on twelve years!”’ 
ejaculated Tim. 

‘And then, thinking I’d be crazy to 
see what Santa Claus had brought, she 
called me at five o’clock. Imagine! 
And I’m cross all day when my morning 
nap is spoiled.”’ 

‘‘Shure,’” agreed the newsy. ‘“‘I 
couldn’t sell a double-murder extra 
if me valley woke me before five-t’ir- 
ty in de mornin’.’’ 

I protested that it lacked three 
hours of my time for rising, but Aunt 













Montmorency’s Misfit Christmas. 


Nancy looked so hurt I had to get up. 
She’s a good soul.”’ 

“‘Yep. Them’s de kin’ dat drives us 
men t’ drink.’’ 

“I slipped into my dressing gown and 
went down to look at my things. Of 
course I knew it was all a frost, but I 
had no idea—excuse me.’’ William 
leaned against the fire-alarm box. ‘‘I’m 
almost overcome at the recollection.’’ 

‘‘Buck up,’’ urged Tim. ‘‘De woist 

is yet t’ come, as de wife-beater said 
w’en he broke his cane an’ went after a 
bed-slat t’ finish de job.’’ 
_ “The first thing I took out of that 
stocking was a red tin trumpet. Fawn- 
cy! And I gave my silver-mounted 
cornet to the butler because I don’t care 
for such things. Next, I drew a toy 
music box that played ‘The Last Rose of 
Summer.’ Imagine that after listening 
to my one hundred and fifty-dollar gramo- 
phone, with grand opera records! Then 
there were gingerbread animals, nuts, 
raisins, and some mixed candy. And I 
never eat anything of the kind except 
marons glaces and Swiss milk chocolate, 
the imported. That American-made 
stuff is horrible. Last—brace yourself, 
Tim—a pair of red yarn mittens! Ugh, 
they made my flesh creep. I’ve worn 
nothing but Gautier’s, made in the Rue 
de la Paix, for years.”’ 

“Yuh certainly wuz up against it,’’ 











LONG DRAWN OUT. 


‘* What is the name of the swell with the monocle ?’’ 


‘* IT can’t remember it at the moment, but it ’s one of those names like Jones-Jones 


sympathized Tim, though it was evident 
his eyes twinkled. 

‘And then that awful Christmas din- 
ner, which I had to eat for politeness’ 
sake. No shellfish, soup, green salad, 
ice nor wine—nothing but turkey, cran- 
berry sauce, baked squash, and so forth; 
and pumpkin pie! Gad,’’ shuddered 
William, ‘‘ we haven’t had a pie in the 
house since father cornered the wheat 
market.”’ 

*‘Poor guy,”’ said Tim, wiping his 
waterin mouth, ‘‘yuh must ’a’ felt like 
a cat bein’ choked t’ deat’ wit’ cream. 


Didn’t yer home folks give yer nuttin?”’ 

**Oh, yes,’’ answered the ill-used rich- 
ling, as spied his tutor coming. ‘‘When 
I returned home I found there the six- 
ninety torpedo body roadster, diamond 
sleeve links, and a few other trifles I 
wanted. But getting them so late, 
somehow it didn’t seem like Christmas. ’’ 


A Hardy Perennial. 


ACK FROST may be Cupid’s discloser, 
Warm-hearted in spite of his snow, 
And the kiss that in June is sub rosa, 
In Decemher is sub mistletoe. 


— Katharine Perry. 


with a hyphen and an echo.’’ 


Book Reviewer Was “ Broke.” 


**Do you recall what book had the 
least in it of any you ever reviewed?’’ 

‘My pocketbook. Haven’t got a dol- 
lar with you, have you, old man?’’ 


Touching Suggestion. 
Departing guest—‘‘I’d gladly give you 
a tip, waiter, but I find I’ve only cab- 
fare left.’’ 
Waiter (benignly)—‘‘Ah, sir, you 
don’t appreciate the beneficial effect of 
a good, after-dinner walk!’’ 














The Defeat of Squelcher. 


 Opemerd ignoring the sign 





AGENTS AND BEGGARS 
NOT ADMITTED 











the somewhat bedraggled little woman 
of five feet one and a half turned the 
highly polished brass knob of Squelcher’s 
office door and walked into the outer 
sanctuary, beyond which no one was ex- 
pected to pass until the name had been 
taken in to Squelcher. 

‘‘Mr. Squelcher in?’’ asked the little 
woman of the boy in a green 
uniform with brass buttons. 

‘*He is, ma’am; but’’ 

‘Then I will see him,’’ she said 
graciously, as she gently pushed 
the boy aside and opened the ma- 
hogany gate over which he was 
keeping guard. 

‘“‘But, ma’am, he doesn’t see 
people until’’—— 

‘‘That so, boy? You don’t say!’’ 

With this she approached the 
door of Squelcher and walked in. 
She was so palpably a forbidden 
agent that Squelcher’s frown would 
have caused cold chills to travel 
up and down the average spine, 
but it had no such effect on the 
little woman. 

‘‘Good-morning, Mr. Squelch- 
er,’’ she said, with the air of a 
person addressing an_ inferior. 
“I hope you are well this morn- 
ing. But, then, any one ought to 
be well with such lovely weather 
as we are having. Such a nice, 
pleasant office as you have, once 
you get up here! That’s a fine 
rubber plant you have! The leaves 
look so glossy and healthy, and 
there’s a new one coming out, isn’t 
there? I like to see plants in a man’s 
office.. Shows refinement. It’s a theory 
of mine that when ‘a man loves plants 
and flowers there can never be anything 
so very bad about him. You take a 
man that’’—— 

‘*Excuse me, madam; but this is a 
very busy morning with me, and’’—— 

‘“‘Of course it is! I wonder if there 
is any morning when you are not busy. 
Do you know that you look to me like a 
man who could never do anything else 
but keep busy? Seems to me you have 
‘I do things’ written all over you. 
Then, of course, a man at the head of so 
many great enterprises as you are would 








naturally have little idle time on his 
hands. But, then, I am always busy 
myself; and, do you know, I am glad of 
it. I ama person who always likes to 
be doing something. That’s one reason 
why I took up canvassing. It puts one 
out into the world of action and sweeps 
you along with the great, restless, ir- 
resistible tide of— If you don’t mind, 
I will sit down. Thanks.’’ 

She helped herself to a chair before 
adding, 

‘Your name, Mr. Squelcher, has been 


Squelcher. It’s an old English name, 
isn’t it? It has a kind of an English 
sound, and it seems to me that I once 
saw somewhere the Squelcher coat of 
arms. Now, where was it I saw that? 
I feel sure that I saw it somewhere, and 
it seems to me that the Chicago Squelch- 
ers said something about it tome. They 
were people of high intelligence and 
great refinement, and they took two sets 
of the book I have consented to act as 
agent for, partly because I think that it 
is a kind of a public benefaction to help 

disseminate really good reading 
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matter in this day when there is so 
much that is poor and even perni- 
cious in circulation in the way of 
literature. The publishers of the 
set of books I am letting you see 
asked me this morning if I had 
yet given you the privilege of 
seeing the books, and I’’—— 

‘Beg your pardon, madam; but 
I don’t care to’’—— 

‘What a fine-looking young fel- 
low that is in the photograph in 
the frame on your desk! Your 
son? Do you know that I was sure 
that it was your son the moment I 
looked at it? Resembles you very 
closely, but I should say that he 
had hardly your firmness of char- 
acter. His chin is not quite so 
Square as yours, but that may 
change as he grows older. Any- 
thing I do admire in a man, it’s 
firmness of character. These men 
who are moved by every wind 
that blows claim little of my ad- 
miration or respect. One has only 

















AND HE THINKS THAT HE IS LUCKY! 


given to me as that of a person sure to 
be greatly interested in a set of books I 
am giving a few carefully selected per- 
sons the privilege of purchasing at a 
rate much less than that offered to the 
general public. This is because, Mr. 
Squelcher, we know the value of a name 
like yours on our books, and we— By 
the way, are you related to the Squelch- 
ers of Chicago? 1 spent several weeks 
in Chicago last year and remember 
meeting some charming people named 





to look at you to see that you are 
a man of great force of character. 
And do you know that it really 
takes a man of that kind to fully appre- 
ciate a set of books like those I am let- 
ting you see? I want you to see the 
binding, because I am sure that it will 
appeal to a man of your superior and 
critical literary taste quite as much as 
the contents of the book. Do you know 
that I think that a beautfiul and artistic 
binding adds so much to the enjoyment 
of a book? I would rather have one 
handsomely and artistically bound book 
than a dozen books just as good in their 
real literary quality, but in poor and 
cheap binding. I knew that you would 
be interested in the binding as soon as I 
saw the artistic and harmonious effects 
in your office. The cute little office boy 








in the dark green suit and brass buttons 
exactly harmonizes with the rich, dark 
mahogany furniture. It is areal pleas- 
ure to allow a man of genuine taste the 
privilege of seeing this set of books. It 
is simply a casting of pearls before 
swine to show richly bound books to 
some men; but you— Well, it is really 
a joy to meet a person who— Allow 
me! I want you to note the title page. 
We spent months oa that title page 
alone, and’’—— 

**I don’t want’’—— 

*‘Of course you wouldn’t want any but 
this binding. We have three different 
kinds of binding, but only those in ordi- 














the books with the understanding that 
you will give us a letter saying what you 
think about them after you have read 
them. We shall value that far more 
than the fifty dollars you are so good as 
to pay for the books, although only a 
dozen or two of persons can have them 
at that price. Ten dollars to-day, please, 
and the rest when the books are deliv- 
ered. Thanks! It is really a pleasure 
to sell a gentleman like you a set of the 
books. So much discourtesy in the 
world that when one meets with a kind 
of a true Southern type of chivalry and 
courtesy it really lessens the burdens of 
life. Good-by, Mr. Squelcher. Don’t 








Zeus Goes A-riding. 


Catch my winged steed 
And bring him on the green. 


Ho, Hermes ! 


Vulean! Adjust his steering gear. 
Pluto! Get gasoline. . 
Please see his wings, Minerava, dear, 

Are in alignment straight; 
For I would use my monoplane— 
Pegasus up-to-date. —Herbert Adams, 


The Coroner Will Find Out. 


*‘I see another one of your patients 
is dead.”’ 

‘Yes; and lam greatly perturbed over 
his case. I gave him two kinds of medi- 
cine and don’t know which one it was 
that killed him.’’ 
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nary circumstances purchase any but 
this rich dark green and gold—a perfect 
match for your office; and Mr. Snapper, 
on the floor below, took this binding and 
said’’——. 

‘*Snapper? 
set?’’ 

*“‘Oh, you delightfully comical man! 
What a clever way you have of putting 
things! A man of your keen and ready 
wit would appreciate so much in the 
books, for they are fairly bristling with 
wit and— ‘Did Snapper get stung for 
aset?’ That is so jolly! I have been 
told that you were one of the wittiest 
men in the city, and I can well believe 
it after— Will you write your name in 
my little subscription book right under 
Snapper’s? But I am letting you have 


Did he get stung for a 


rise to open the door for me. So glad 
to have made the acquaintance of one I 
have so long admired for his business 
sagacity and public enterprise. Do you 
know, I really think you would have 
made a splendid canvasser yourself? So 
irresistible in your arguments and so 
firm in— Good-by! Here is the cute 
little lad in his green and gold uniform, 
to show me out as politely as he showed 
Nice boy! Good-by!’’ 


Sure To Get There: 


The Mrs. never misses 
Any bargain sale, 
For the female of the species 
Is more thrifty than the male. 


me in. 


Always up-to-date—a calendar; but 
its days are numbered. 


Explained. 


‘*How do you explain the peculiar ac- 
tions of that suffragette?’”’ 

‘*There’s a man in the case.”’ 

‘But she’s married.’’ 

‘“*Two men:’”’ 


Reversing Things. 
Hewitt—‘‘‘‘ What do you think of this 
suffragette business?’’ 
Jewett—‘‘If it is carried to its logical 
conclusion, it will result in woman put- 
ting her money in her husband’s name.’”’ 


DOWN 


CURRENT EXPRESSION. 
** Down in black and white.’’ 
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Society Notes. 


Colonel Claus left Clausville late last | 


evening in his new 1912 Reindeermobile, 
tor his regular annual tour of the earth. 
Owing to the fact that the Claus cook 
left the family without notice and very 
suddenly on Tuesday last, Mrs. Claus 
was unable to accompany him. 

~ 


Miss Kriss-Kringle, of Clausville Cor- | 


ners, gave a gumdrop party on Thursday 
evening to a number of her school friends 
back for the holidays. It was a very 
recherche affair and lasted until the 
wee, sma’ hours of the morning. A 
specially prepared gumdrop, warranted 
to last fifteen hours, was presented to 
each guest as a souvenir of a delightful 
occasion. 
~ 

Mr. Monkey-on-a-Stick, the famous 
athlete, accompanied by Major Zinc, of 
the Yuletide Tin Militia, have gone with 
Colonel Claus as guests on his annual 
tour of the Nursery Country. Their 
genial presence will be much missed 
hereabouts, where they have been ac- 
knowledged leaders in all the social 
gayeties of the season. 

~ 


Mr. and Mrs. Woodenhead Noah were 
host and hostess at a reception in honor 
of their sons, Shem, Ham, and Japhet, 
at Arkville Park, on Wednesday even- 
ing. The cotillion, Jete in the evening, 
was led by that inimitable dancer, 
Kangar Roo, and his fair partner, Miss 
Ellie Phant. The favors were very hand- 
some, consisting of umbrellas, raincoats, 
and little reproductions of the Ark in 


miniature. 
~ 


The annual ball of the Daughters of 
the Yuletide will be held in the grand 
salon of the Ice Palace, on Holiday 
Square, on New Year’s Eve. Colonel 
Claus, who expects to return from his 
tour not later than to-morrow evening, 
has promised to be present. The ball 
bids fair to be the most brilliant event 
of an already brilliant season. 

~ 


To-morrow afternoon, upon the return 


of Colonel Claus from his trip, he and 
Mrs. Claus will give their annual Yule- 


tide reception to the operatives in the 
Claus Gift Manufacturing Company, at 
which the colonel will deliver his cus- 
tomary address to the hands, after which 
the profit-sharing checks based upon the 
earnings of the year will be distributed. 
We understand, in confidence, that at the 
same time a loving cup made of solid 
sugar will be presented to the colonel as 
a token of the high esteem in which he 
is held by his grateful employes. 
~ 

Jack the Giant Killer and his cousin, 
Hop o’ My Thumb, who have been pass- 
ing the past three months in Clausville, 
writing their memoirs for the Yule Pub- 
lishing Company, left town last night, 
to return to their homes in Fairyland 
for the Christmas season. They have 
been very popular in Clausville society, 
Hop o’ My Thumb particularly having 
been in demand as an after-dinner 
speaker of rare quality. 

~ 

Society has been much excited during 

the past week by the rumored failure of 


| the mistletoe crop, but the thoughtful 








act of the administration in ordering 
that any sprig of green hung in the 
right place will carry with it all the 


| usual mistletoe privileges has done much 


to allay the fears of the younger set 
that some of the cherished customs of 
the season would have to be abandoned. 


a2 te 
Latest News from Earthland. 


The report that the custom-house offi- 
cials have received special orders to in- 
spect the luggage of the agents of Santa 
Claus upon their arrival at American 
ports, in search of contraband articles, 
is officially denied by the Treasury De- 


partment. 
~ 


A telegram received from Washington 
last night announces that three thousand 
six hundred and fifty-seven sacks of 
mail, weighing forty-nine tons, ad- 
dressed to Santa Claus, are being held 
there for the colonel’s arrival. The 
President will place sixty-seven regi- 
ments of the regular army at Colonel 
Claus’s disposal, to enable him to cope 


with such an enormous correspondence. 
~ 
Over three thousand bogus Santa 





| 





Clauses have arrived in various Ameri- 
can cities. They may be detected by 
the fact that in almost every case they 
wear cotton whiskers instead of beards 
made of real hair, and are abdominally 
spurious, an effect of obesity having 
been obtained by means of pillows, sofa 
cushions, and bolsters concealed beneath 
the belt. A punch in the stomach will 
speedily reveal to the public whether or 
not they are the real thing. 
~ 


Much excitement has been caused in 
Chicago by the rumor that Santa Claus, 
owing to the absence of snow in that 
city, will arrive there in a Wright bi- 
plane, accompanied by a capable marks- 


| man, who will drop the gifts designed 








for the youthful beneficiaries directly 
into the chimney-tops from a height of 
three thousand feet. 

~ 


The subscribers to that usually care- 
ful organ of illustrated public opinion, 
the New York Daily Blast, are having a 
great deal of fun at the expense of the 
editorial staff for having printed in its 
issue of last Thursday a portrait of Mr. 
Andrew Carnegie as the latest author- 
ized photograph of Santa Claus. On 
their behalf it must be said that the 
error is not unnatural, owing to the ex- 
traordinary physiognomical resemblance 
of the two philanthropists. 


~ 


A recent dispatch from the North Pole 
brings the extraordinary statement that 
a sock bearing the laundry mark, ‘‘Cook, 
Brooklyn,’’ has been found tacked to 
the southern exposure of the Pole itself. 
Just how this will affect the recent con- 
troversy remains to be seen. 











BARGAIN COLUMN. 


WILL EXCHANGE a thirty-horse-power run- 

about in good condition and a complete set of 
the Congressional Record from 1901 to date for 
enough ready money to pay off a mortgage incurred 
to pay expenses of the former for six months. Asa 
special inducement to parties interested, will also 
throw in five umbrelias and seven gold-mounted 
ebony walkingsticks received last Christmas, and 
good as new, none of them having been used. Apply 
before January first to Distress, The Down and Out 
Trust Company, New York City. 


A CLERGYMAN living in the suburbs of Phila- 

delphia begs to announce that he will be glad to 
exchange thirty-eight pairs of red worsted slippers 
of various sizes and shapes for one good sized roast 
turkey, three pounds of cranberries, and a mince 
pie suitable for a family of seven, all blest with 
good appetites. Apply at once to Rev. James X, 
Lock Box 8976, Wissahickon P. O. 




















WHY CHRISTMAS IS MERRY. 
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Steel Humor. 


Now that scientists are beginning to 
dissect poetry into its constituent ele- 
ments and presenting formulas for pro- 
ducing it at will, we may expect infalli- 
ble recipes soon to appear for making 
jokes. Every good joke must, like a 
whip-lash, have its snapper at the very 
end. It must keep you in suspense 
until the last word, or nearly the last 
word, has been spoken. And then the 
point should be seen instantaneously. 
For this reason the most obvious themes 
are worked over and over again, such as 
the alleged foibles of women, for in- 
stance, as in the three jokes below: 


Little Hazel—‘‘ Papa, what did you say 
to mamma when you made up your mind 
you wanted to marry her?’’ 

Mr. Meek—‘‘I said, ‘Yes, dear.’ ”’ 


‘‘Does your wife ask you for things 
she knows you cannot afford?’’ 

‘She hasn’t asked me for a thing 
since we were married.’’ 

‘‘Great heavens! How do you man- 
age it?’’ 

‘‘When she wants a thing, she does 
not ask me; she tells me.’’ 


He—‘‘Think all women ought to swim 
—grand training for ’em! Makes ’em 
do one good thing, at any rate.”’ 

She—-‘‘What’s that, dear?’’ 

He—‘‘Practice keeping their mouths 
shut.’’ 


The unexpected turns taken by a 
mind that is naive or ignorant or stupid 
have furnished the basis for an unlim- 
ited number of jokes in which children, 
green servant girls, and untutored ne- 
groes have done yeoman service. Here 
is one in which the African brother 
figures: 

In the struggling days at Tuskegee, 
Booker T. Washington found that he 
would have to use an old chicken house 
for a schoolroom. 

**Uncle,’’ he said to an old colored 
man, ‘‘I want you to come down at nine 
o’clock to-morrow morning and help me 
clean out a hen house.’’ 

‘‘Law, now, Mr. 
old man expostulated, ‘‘you-all don’t 
want to begin cleanin’ out no hen house 
roun’ yere in de daytime.’’ 


Here is one in which a servant girl 
plays the naive role: 


Mrs. Hostess (at the eleventh hour)— 
*‘Mercy, Bridget, if we haven’t forgot- 
ten all about the entrees!”’ 

Cook—‘‘Lor’, mum, so we have! 
Ain’t we the couple of blunder-headed 
idjuts!’’ 


The next one, of the same sort, is at- 
tributed to Sir Ernest Shackleton, who, 


speaking of some display of incredible : 


ignorance in regard to geography, said: 


**It reminded me of a little waiting- 
maid. As she brought me my tea and 
toast and bloater one morning, I said to 
her, 


Washington,’’ the 
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Brown 
-Bottles 


It is not enough to make pure 
beer, it must be sept pure until it is poured 
into your glass. 























Beer is a saccharine product. The slight- 
est taint of impurity injures its healthfulness. 
Light starts decay even in pure beer. Dark 
glass, the scientists say, gives protection 
against light. 

Purity above everything else distinguishes Schlitz 
beer from common beer. 





| We use the costliest materials — we age Schlitz for months to 
prevent biliousness — it will not ferment in your stomach. 


Schlitz is sent to you in Brown Bottles, thus protecting Schlitz 
| purity from the brewery to your glass: 


Without all these precautions no beer can be healthful, and 
'who knowingly would drink beer that was not? 
If you knew what we know about beer, you would say, 


| *‘Schlitz—Schlitz in Brown Bottles,’’ 





Order a case from your dealer today. 
See that crown or cork is branded ‘*Schiitz.”’ 


The Beer That Made Milwaukee Famous 








kneeling before her, polishing her little 
shoes. 
‘‘IT want ter do ’em real good, baby, 


‘**What a rainy morning, Mary! It’s 
almost like the Flood.’ 
‘‘*The Flood, sir?’ said the puzzled 


maid. | so they’ll stay black while you are 
***Ves,’ said I. ‘The Flood—Noah, away.’”’ 
you know—the Ark—Mount Ararat.’ ) Baby watched her seriously a moment, 


‘‘She shook her head and murmured then remarked pleasantly, 
apologetically, ‘I ain’t had no time to “I tell you, Lily, God shoe-polished 
read the papers lately, sir.’’’ you real good before you went away, 
didn’t He?’’ 

Exaggeration of statement is more 
common to the humor of America than 
to that of any other country. Here isa 


Another joke belongs in the same 
class: 





Little Alice was going on a journey, 
and Lily, her very colored nurse, was 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 
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‘Commonwealth “Hotel 


(INC.) 
BOSTON, MASS. 





Offers rooms with hot and cold water for $1.00 per day 
and up, which includes free use of public shower baths. 


Nothing to Equal this in New England 


Rooms with private baths for $1.50 per day and up; 
suites of two rooms and bath for $4.00 per day and up. 
Dining Room and Cafe First-Class. European Plan. 


Absolutely Fireproof 


Stone floors, nothing wood but the doors. 
Equipped with its own Sanitary Vacuum Cleaning 
Plant. Lens Distance Telephone in Every Room. 


Strictly a Temperance Hotel 
SEND FOR BOOKLET. 
STORER F. CRAFTS, Gen. Mgr. 
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~ VARICOSE ‘VEINS, BAD_LEGS 


are promptly relieved with inexpensive home a 
It absolutely removes the pain, swelling, tiredness and 
disease. Full pageoere on receipt of stamp. 

W. F. Young, P. D. F., 1145 Temple St., Springfield, Mass. 
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Steel Humor. 


(Continued from preceding page) 


good specimen attributed to Dr. Wiley, 
who, however, claims to have found it 
in Germany and has used it in his pure- 
food crusade: 


Four flies, which had made their way 
into a certain pantry, determined to 
have a feast. 

One flew to the sugar and ate heartily, 
but soon died, for the sugar was full of 
white lead. 

The second chose the flour as his diet, 
but he fared no better, for the flour was 
loaded with plaster of Paris. 

The third sampled the syrup, but his 
six legs were presently raised in the 
air, for the syrup was colored with 
aniline dyes. 

The fourth fly, seeing all his friends 
dead, determined to end his life also, 
and drank deeply of the fly poison which 
he found in a convenient saucer. 

He is still alive and in good health. 
That, too, was adulterated. 


Here is another that owes its effect to 
the same cause—exaggerated statement: 


**T read of the terrible vengeance in- 
flicted upon one of their members by a 
band of robbers in Mississippi last 
week.”’ 

**What did they do? Shoot him?’’ 

**No; they tied him upon the railroad 
tracks.’’ 

‘“‘Awful! And he was ground to 
pieces, I suppose ?’’ 

**‘Nothing like it. The poor fellow 
starved to death waiting for the next 
train.”’ 

The ruling - passion - strong - in - death 
idea has furnished a legion of good jokes: 


An actor who was riding in the smok- 
ing car on a little one-track railroad 
some time ago, tells this story of a 
jewelry drummer who sat in the seat in 
front of him: 

‘“‘He was one of those wide-awake 
never-let-anything-get-the-best-of- them 
style of men. Presently the train stop- 
ped to take on water, and the conductor 
neglected to send back a flagman. A 
limited express running at the rate of 
ten miles an hour came along and bump- 
ed the rear end of the first train. The 
drummer was lifted from his seat and 
pitched head first in the seat ahead. His 
silk hat was jammed clear down over his 
ears. He picked himself up and settled 
back in his seat. No bones had been 





broken. Then he pulled off his hat, 
drew a long breath, straightened up 
and said: 


***Well, they didn’t get by us any- 
way. ’7? 

Henry Ward Beecher said his brother 
Edward would have surpassed him as an 
orator if it had not been for the latter’s 


‘ too great regard for precision of state- 


ment. Bill Barlow, of the Laramie 
Boomerang, tells of another orator of 
that sort: 


**T remember a funeral in Tin Can. The 
Widow Wagg had lost her third in a 
poker dive. George Jones, D.D., de- 
livered the funeral address, and an elo- 
quent and moving address it was, but 
George hadn’t made sure whether it was 
her third or fourth that the Widow 
Wagg was burying. 

“‘Hence he spoiled a grand oration 
with these concluding words: 

** ‘And now we commend to the divine 
mercy tnis widowed handmaid, who hath 
been bereaved again, and again, and 
again—’ 

*‘George hesitated, frowned, and add- 
ed: ‘And perhaps again.’ ”’ 


Prudery is, of course, always fair 
game for the jesters. 


In Delta, Colorado, the town council is 
becomingly modest; and we are told that 
when a tax on dogs was imposed, they 
made the ordinance read: ‘‘Tax on each 
dog—male, one dollar; vice versa, three 
dollars.”’ 


The following is credited to a native 
of Kansas who sent toa paper in that 
state the following note of thanks: 


“‘I wish to thank the city authorities 
for quarantining my family and me for 
three weeks recently because one of 
them had the smallpox. During that 
time my wife caught up with her sew- 
ing; we had three square meals a day, 
as no one came in and she was not per- 
mitted to leave; we enjoyed three weeks 
of good nights’ sleep; and, best of all, 
a cousin with four children had arranged 
to visit us, saw the smallpox sign on the 
door, and left town so scared she will 
never come back again. So for these 
and other blessings we are very thankful- 
for the quarantine.’’ 

The canny Scot may not see jokes— 
our kind—as quickly as some, but he 
has been the occasion for a great many 
good ones. This for instance, 

On a certain occasion the question 
was asked: 

‘*‘Why was Mary Queen of Scots born 
at Linlithgow?’’ 

Sandy Kerr promptly answered: 

‘‘Because her mother was staying 
there,’’ and there actually seemed to be 
nothing more to be said on the subject. 


The same paper, which pilfers its. 
jokes from all sources, but does so with 
discrimination, gives us this one on the 


theatrical profession: 
(Continued on following page.) 


Murine Eye Tonic has Won Many Friends 
for that “Morning After the Night Before’’ Feeling. 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 








Steel Humor. — 
(Continued from preceding page.) 


The manager of a well-known touring 
company wired to the proprietor of a 
theater in a small town where his com- 
pany was to appear: 

‘“Would like to hold a rehearsal at 
your theater at three o’clock tomorrow 
afternoon. Have your stage-manager, 
stage-carpenter, assistant stage-carpen- 
ter, property-man, chief electrician, and 
all stage hands present promptly at that 
hour.”’ 

Three hours later he received the fol- 
lowing reply: 

‘‘All right. He will be there.’’ 


Descent from the sublime to the ridic- 
ulous, or at least to the commonplace, is 
the effective point of many a jest. 


One day a pastor was calling upon a 
dear old lady, one of the ‘‘pillars’’ of 
the church to which they both belonged. 
As he thought of her long and useful 
life, and looked upon her sweet, placid 
countenance bearing but few tokens of 
her ninety-two years of earthly pilgrim- 
age, he was moved to ask her, ‘‘My dear 
Mrs. S., what has been the chief source 
of your strength and sustenance during 
all these years? What has appealed to 
you as the real basis of your unusual 
vigor of mind and body, and has been to 
you an unfailing comfort through joy 
and sorrow? Tell me, that I may pass 
the secret on to others, and, if possible, 
profit by it myself.”’ 

The old lady thought a moment, then, 
liftening her eyes, dim with age, yet 
kindling with sweet memories of the 
past, answered briefly, ‘‘ Victuals.’’ 

—Current Literature. 


The Adventures of a Suburbanite. 


Ellis Parker Butler, a frequent con- 
tributor to His Honor’s columns, relates 
the troubles of a commuter in matters 
with which every suburbanite is famil- 
iar. Chickens (‘‘from A to Gizzard’’), 
Santa Claus, pigs (‘‘Did you ever try to 
bathe a pig in a trunk?’’), golf, garden- 
ing, horsekeeping and the automobile 
all contribute their quota to the experi- 
ence which is only gained by doing the 
wrong thing. The volume is full of 
laughs from cover to cover and can be 
strongly recommended as a cure for the 
blues. It is, of course, plotless, but the 
Santa Claus who broke the world’s speed 
record; Chesterfield Whiting, the pig 
who got loose in a sleeping car; all 
keep one so busily engaged wondering 
what can ever be going to happen next 
that before one knows it the book is 
finished. The illustrations are quite 
unique and in keeping with the laugh- 
abie matter of the tale. Perhaps the 
best is the one which illustrates the sub- 
urbanite’s experience with a dog on the 
golf links. ‘‘Trying it on the Dog’’ 
would seem to be the proper caption for 
it.—(Doubleday, Page & Co., Garden 
City, N. Y.) 


The worst about trying luxuries is 
that once you do, they become necessar- 
ies.—N. Y. Press. 





Mothers will find Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup the 
b.st remedy for their children. 25c. a bottle. 
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The World-Wide Fame of 
HUNTER 


BALTIMORE 


RYE 


Is founded upon its superior Excellence 
its Ripe Richness and Rare flavor 


Sold at all first-class cafes and by jobbers. 
WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md. 
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‘*In Kansas the condemned ruffian had 
just been found guilty and given a jail 
sentence. 

‘‘But before you begin your term of 
imprisonment,’’ said the kind judge, 
‘you may go home and settle up your 
affairs.’’ 

‘*It will take some time, 
the condemned one. 

‘‘No doubt, no doubt,’’ said the kind 
judge. ‘‘Do the hest you can, Charlie, 
and when you = vady to visit the jail 
just drop me ‘stal, or step in the 
next time you . pen to be going by. 
Nice day, isn’t :t?’’—Cleveland Plain ’ 


Where Justice Dawdles. | 
| 
| 


The natural ripening and mellowing of P. B. 
gives it a flavor which cannot be obtained 


,” S 
exclaimed | where fermentation is forced. P.B. is above 
| all else an honest brew of pure malt and hops 
brewed by master brewers. It’s the best ale 
brewed. Try it. 

At leading Hotels, Restaurants and Cafes 


A. G. VAN NOSTRAN 


Boston. Mass. 





Bunker Hill Breweries 
, 








Dealer. 


Better than Scotch 


GOODERHAM 
& WORTS 
Canadian Whisky 


Can be used as Liqueur after dinner 
Better than Bourbon 


A Pleasing Sight. 

**Pop!’’ 

‘‘Yes, my son.”’ 

‘‘What is a popular uprising?’’ 

‘*Why a popular uprising, my boy, is 
when every man in a street-car gets up 
and offers his seat when one lone woman 
enters the car.’’—Yonker’s Statesman. 





Better than Irish 


Better than Rye 
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7 Offers All Yet) 
- That is Best in Hotel Life 


Ni Recognized for years as the headquarters of New York’s 
representative visitors from every state in the union. 






6 
Arranged, appointed and conducted under an established system of Hotel 2g 
Management that has long catered to public demand, 
HOTEL PERFECTION AT CONSISTENT RATES 


BOOKLET eS) 
Sth Ave. and 30th St. _ 











In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 





366 Happy Days 
for 


if you keep a supply of good old 


vans 
Ale 





on hand for hospitality or personal enjoyment. 


Start the New Year with an EVANS’ Ale 
welcome and greeting. 
Dealers or C, H. EVANS & SONS, Hudson, N. Y. 


“yours” in 1912 






































THE KIND YOUR 
MEE GRANDFATHER USED. — 











Fo 5 oF BRAINS 


IGARS 


"MADE AT KEY WEST 
HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE 


Nos. 32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 
Branch Warehouse, 20 Beekman Street, New York 


ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER 


Don't Wear a ase 


eth PADS are are atoms 

















TAL OF! PLAPAO ist ait 
Addreer— PLAPAO LABORATORIES, Block 202 St Louis, Na 








The First Shaver. 


If you ask one of the people who know 
about these things, he will probably tell 
you that shaving was first invented by 
some antediluvian dandy with the view 
to making himself more attractive in 
the eyes of his adored one. He used an 
oyster shell and some soft clay to do it, 
and the process hurt horribly; but the 
result was voted a signal success, the 
lady found her smooth-skinned lover 
quite irresistible and all the other dan- 
dies betook themselves to a diligent 
scraping of their cuticles, which was 
good both for the oyster industry and the 
patent cures for eczema. 

That is the sort of story which any 
antiquarian, who knows his business as 
a writer of popular myths, will put up, 
but as a matter of fact it is quite 
wrong. The desire to shave himself, or 
rather the involuntary assumption that 
it is the proper thing to shave, is an in- 
stinct implanted in man, a deliberate 
disposition of Providence to guard 
against the sin of vanity. In order to 
shave a man must have a looking-glass, 
—it is true we know one man who ha- 
bitually shaves in his bath without the 
assistance of a mirror, but he is one of 
those simple, candid souls for whom the 
snare of vanity does not exist, and no 
man can possibly stare into a glass 
morning after morning, for, say, twenty 
years, at the same features, following 
their undulations with a razor, observ- 
ing their distorted expressions as he 
navigates a difficult curve, and remain 
vain. More than that, not only can he 
not remain vain, he cannot fail to be 
impressed with a profound sense of the 
imperfections of his physiogonomy. 

In a particularly stubborn case, where 
aman positively refuses to accept the 
monotonous evidence of his mirror, be- 
nign nature sends a pimple. After the 
same pimple has been mutilated on three 
successive mornings, his spirit will be 
humbled. That is why the pimply 
stage, which visits most youths, is co- 
incident with their first tentative efforts 
with a razor: it is Dame Nature’s way 
of breaking them in and persuading 
them that beauty of face is the attri- 
bute of but one sex. 

The mirror has suffered unkindly at 
the hands of unthoughtful writers. So 
far from being employed as a symbol of 
vanity, it should be held in esteem as 
the patient teacher of humility. Nar- 
cissus was a beardless youth, with 
peachlike cheeks, innocent as yet of the 
razor’s rasping touch; had he observed, 
reflected in that crystalline pool, the 
stubbly growth of four and twenty 
hours, he would not have been so en- 
tranced as to topple off the bank.— 
Stanley Went in the Bellman. 


His Guess.— Teacher (to class in geog- 
raphy)—‘‘Johnny, the Hudson River 
flows into New York Bay. That is its 
mouth. Now, where is its source?’’ 

Johnny (after careful deliberation)— 
**At the other end, ma’am.’’—Cleveland 
Plain Dealer. 


Every lover of a good cocktail should ~~ for 
Abbott's Bitters. Makes the best. C. W. Abbott & 
Co., Baltimore, Md. 








HOTEL RUDOLF 


ATLANTIC CITY, N. J. 


On the Ocean Front. Always Open 


Offering every appointment for comfort and luxury. 
Hot and cold sea and fresh water in all baths. 








American and European plans. 
A. S. RUKEYSER, JOEL HILLMAN, 
Manager. President. 




















Press Cutting Bureau 
a you all ne wspaper clippings 
which may appear about you, your 


friends, or any subject on which you may want to be “up 
to date.” Every newspaper and periodical of importance 
in the United States and Europe is searched. Terms, 
$5.00 for 100 notices. HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh 
Avenue, New York. 





Nothing New. 
Same old speeches, same old booms, 
Same old tiresome hunt for rooms. 


Same old coalbin, same old hod, 
Same old pesky goldenrod. 


Same old ague, same old chills, 
Same old bitter quinine pills. 


Same old oysters, same old quail, 
Same old bills in every mail. 


Same old chestnuts, same old worms, 
With about the same old squirms. 


Same old asters in the mall, 
Same old cider, same old fall. 
—Seattle Post-Intelligencer. 


Same old winter, same old fall, 
Same old worry through it all. 


Same old snow, same old walk, 
Same old line of slushy talk. 


Same old furnace, same old coal, 
Same old Tom and Jerry bowl. 


Same old cold, same old wheeze, 
Same old case of cough and sneeze. 


Same old cure, same old rye, 
Same old bottle on the sly. 


Same old story, same old tale, 
Same old line of zero wail. 
—Spokane Spokesman-Review 


Admonition. 
No doubt, friend Santy, you will find 
That precious time you'll gain 
If you will leave your sled behind 
And take an aeroplane. 
But don’t forget the buildings tall, 
Whose towers pierce the sky; 
When you come round to pay your call, 
For heaven’s sake, fly high! 
— Washington Star. 


He Knew Her.—Mrs. Gabbie—‘‘I met 
Mr. Brown to-day while I was shop- 
ping.”’ 

Her husband—‘‘That so? What did 
you have to say?’’—Boston Evening 
Transcript. 

Try Murine Eye Remedy for Red, 


Weak, Watery Eyes and Granulated Eyelids. 
No Smarting—Just Eye Comfort. 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 











Piffle. 


Apple-green west and an orange bar, 
And the crystal eye of a lone, one star; 
And, ‘‘Child, take the shears and cut 
what you will; 
Frost to-night—so clear and dead still.’’ 
—Edith M. Thomas, in Harper’s. 


Pea-green piffie and orange bunk, 

And the ragged rhyme of one mad or 
drunk. 

You must confess this approaches Miss 

Edith’s verse—but we can’t sell this. 

—John D. Wells, in Buffalo News. 

Crushed pumpkin dawn and a lemon 
squeeze—- 

Child, lead your mother outdoors to 
freeze. 

At stuff like this we could never fail, 

But we’d never dare offer this stuff for 
sale. 

—Judd Mortimer Lewis, in 
Post. 


Houston 


Alice-blue cheese and a plate of tripe, 
And fourteen Chinamen hitting the pipe. 
Verses like this make a bosom throb-- 
I hope it won’t cause me to lose my job! 
— Milwaukee Sentinel. 


Salmon-hted vests and a pale-blue tie— 

Child, keep your fingers out of the pie! 

Christmas is near. If I sell this, girlie, 

You can do some of your shopping early. 

—Edgar A. Guest, in Detroit Free 
Press. 


Helen pink tights and an opera glass. 

Mother, throw me the fried prune sass. 

Poets, to win success immense 

Be sure that your verses make no sense. 
—C. G.G 


An ‘‘Appreciation.’”"—A young lady 
who had returned from a tour through 
Italy with her father informed a friend 
that he liked all the Italian cities, but 
most of all he loved Venice. 

*“‘Ah, Venice, to be sure!’’ said the 
friend. ‘‘I can readily understand that 
your father would like Venice, with its 
gondolas, and St. Mark’s, and Michel- 
angelos.’’ 

**Oh, no!’’ the young lady interrupted ; 
“‘it wasn’t that. He liked it because he 
could sit in the hotel and fish from the 
window.’’—Catholic News. 


An Ingenious Scheme.—Narrating a 
case brought against a steamship cap- 
tain by some negro stowaways to whom 
he had applied a coat of red paint, the 
New York Times says: ‘‘This litigation 
was all caused by the captain’s little 
scheme to rid his ship of stowaways. It 
was operated as follows: 
heRSieiuypasram$mefwayyay-trdluiw. 

A very complicated and ingenious 
scheme! We corgratulate the captain 
on having thought it out.—Bellman. 


A Bill-poster.—‘‘Did that patient you 
were telling me about respond to your 
treatment?’’ asked the doctor’s neigh- 
bor. 

‘“‘Not yet,’’ replied the physician. 
“‘T’ve sent him four bills already.’’— 
Yonkers Statesman. 


Apollinaris 


THE QUEEN OF TABLE WATERS.” 


Bottled only at the Spring, Neuenahr, Germany, 
and Only with its Own Natural Gas. 





Didn’t Get Even the Brick. 

‘‘Did that man man hand you a gold 
brick ?’’ 

“*T should say not,’’ answered the am- 
ateur financier; ‘‘he sold me an interest 
in the gold brick on credit and took a 
mortgage on that together with every- 
thing else I owned. Then he called the 
loan and foreclosed the mortgage and 
took possession of the gold brick along 
with the rest.— Washington Star. 


Forever Lamb. 
Mary had a little lamb, 
And we will bet a button 
It’s ‘‘lamb”’ until this very day. 
Whoever hears of mutton? 
—Youngstown Telegram. 


A Difference.—‘‘I suppose you will do 
your shopping early ?’’ 


‘Yes, indeed. I was downtown all 
day.”’ 

‘‘Buying?’”’ 

“Oh, no!  Shopping.’’—Cleveland 


Plain Dealer. 


He Knew.—‘‘The object of the aver- 
age explorer seems to be to acquire 
enough material for a lecture.’’ 

““Yes; that is my wife’s aim when 
she explores my pockets.’’—Louisville 
Courier-Journal. 


The Test.—Tommy—‘‘Huh! I bet 
you didn’t have a good time at your 
birthday party yesterday.”’ 

Jimmy—‘‘I bet I did!’’ 

Tommy —‘‘Then why ain’t you sick to- 
day ?’’—Philadelphia Record. 


That Is Natural.—Mrs. Towne—‘‘So 
Hiram Sharp’s girl Effie has become a 
music teacher.”’ 

Hepzibah—‘‘Yes; we call 
Sharp.’’—Boston Transcript. 


her Eff 


0. K.—‘‘How’s everything at your 
house ?’’ 
**She’s all right, thank you.’’—De- 


troit Free Press. 


Don’t jump at the conclusion that the 
man with a scratched face has had a fist 
fizht. He merely may have been the 
judge at a baby show.— Detroit News. 


Wine Jelly when flavored with Abbott’s Bitters 
is made more delizhtful and healthful. Sample of 
bitters by mail, 25 cts. in stamps. C. W. Abbott & 
Co., Baltimore, Md. 











Philip Morris 


eo" Cigarettes 


Pure Turkish to- 
bacco — nothing 
else. Cigarette 
value plus only a 








reasonable profit. 


in the 






Proof is 
trying. 






Cambridge, 25c¢ 

Blues, 30c 

Banquet, 51.00 
Morrissette (goldtip)25c 
Ambassador, 35c 









“* The Little Brown Box”’ 





Pears 


“ Beauty and grace from 
no condition rise ; 

Use Pears,’ sweet maid, 
there all the secret lies.” 


Sold everywhere. 








HOTEL 


ST. DENIS 


BROADWAY and 1ith ST. 
NEW YORK CITY 
0 f t of in- 
Wichin $957 Clock from Wenemaber's 
Five minutes’ walk of scoping District. 
OTED FOR: Ex 
















comfortable appointments, courteous 
service and h 


Rooms $1.00 per day and up 
With — of Bath 
$1.50 per day and up 

EUROPEAN PLAN 

Table d’Hete Breakfast - « 

WM. TAYLOR & SON, Ino. 
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By James Montgomery Flagg. 





“THE ONLY WAY TO EAT AN ORANGE.” 


Photogravure in sepia, 12 x 16 
Fifty cents 
Hand colored, One Dollar. 


By James Montgomery Flagg. 


By James Montgomery Flagg. 





THE HYPNOTIST: 


Photogravure in sepia, 15 x 18 
One dollar 
Hand colored, Two dollars 


By James Montgomery Flagg. 


























“THE THIRD DEGREE.” 


Plate marked photogelatine print in sepia 
12x16, Fifty cents. 








A WIDOW’S WEEDS 


Photogravure in black, 12 x 16 
Fifty cents 


HOLIDAY PRESENTS 


and suitable gifts 


for every occasion 


A picture is always an acceptable present. It is con 


stantly before the recipient. 
of the thoughtfulness of the donor. 


It is a continual reminder 
This is especially 


true when it is a hand-colored Judge art print. 
Catalogue of Judge prints will be mailed to you for ten 
cents. It contains illustrations of thirty-eight pictures 


by sixteen leading artists. 


Don’t wait, but send for a catalogue NOW. 


Pictures copyright, 
Leslie-Judge Co. 





Art Print Department 


LESLIE-JUDGE COMPANY 
225 Fifth Avenue, New York 
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